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ACT  I. 


N91. 


Opening  Chorus. 


Words    by 
Henry  M.  Blossom  Jr. 


Music  by 
Alfred    G.  Robyn. 


Con  Spirito 


Piano 
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■winds      are    with      the         waves    at      play,     The       state-  ly     ships     sail       down   the    bay. 


brought, With      thots      of      love      sin    -    cere     our     hum-ble  prayrs  are 
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As         each  shall  ask      some  maid      to  be  his 


i! 


rg=C2^ 


^ 


^ 


^^ 


If     -g 


* 


(ba^_ 1} 


^M^^-4-f 


tr=$-  f  X-pp 


^  *=^n , 

^^"«rn 

.^f.T^r1 

T      ^     *      ^  ~ 

^•- 

■  jpfy    g — r    *     r    i 

•  ■ 

•^•~«f     ^ 

pfh 1 

^  b*f    •*$  *-    "l!" 

C 

^— > 

I    * 

N9  2, 


The  Hammers  Will  Go  Rap,  Rap,  Rap. 


Words  by 
Henry  M.  Blossom,Jr. 

Alle°TO  moderato 


DUET. 
Bi   and  Papinta. 


Music  by 
Alfred   G.  Robyn. 


so  -    ri-ous     a     lot,    So    prone  to    scan-dal,     lies    and  '"Tom-my  -  rot1,'  Live    like  '  a  -  ny 

no  -  tion    in  your  mind,That    all      re-straintyoure  going  to  leave  be- hind  Get  -  ting  mar-ried 


saint     and     like      as       not,     Thro'    some  mis 

you      are     apt       to      find,      A  han     -       di 


hap,  You    may     be  most    em- 

cap.  For    right   at     home,  con- 


bar-  rass-ing  -  ly  placed,  In     fear    of     be  -  ing     fear-ful  -  ly    dis- graced,    All  your  friends  will 
ten  -  ted  you  must  stay,  And  cook  your"hub-by"  three  good  meals  a     day.  If  you    dont,    its 
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con-gre-gate  in  haste,  And  their  hammers willgo  rap,  rap,  rap 
ver-y    safe    to  say,    That  the     hammers  will  go  rap,  rap,  rap 

_j : 
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pf 


cer  -  tain    that    one's  friends    a    -  do  re 
think  that    you     are      sim-ply      shock 


Just 
lust 


lis  -  tt-n     to     the      an  -  vil  cho  - 

lis  -  ten     to     the     ham-mers  knock 


rus. 
ing. 


Well        I    dont  caie  what 
I  prom-ise  )-ou    111 


a   -    ny    one  may  say.    My  mind's  made  up      I'm     go'ng  to    run     a-  way,  Con-  fi-dent-    ly 

do  just     as      I    ought   But      as      for  cook-ing        I    was    nev-er    taught         We  shall  board  dont 

«f  f  f     I  «f  f      |  >  I 


trust-  injr     that        I        ma)'     meet       no  mis     —      hap. 

think     that      111      get    caught       in        such  a  trap. 


Ah 
Bl. 


While     not     ex  -  act    -    ly 
You  must    not    run     poor 


7  1  P   MP   p 


fit  -  ted    for     a   guide,    I'll      state  one  truth  that     can-not    be    de-  nied 
'hub- by"    in-  to    debt,  You    must     no    long- er       friv-ol     or    co-quet, 


111    come  home   a 
If       I        do,  he'd 


You  11  come  home  a 
If     you     do,     I'd 
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hap-py    lit  -  tie  bride,  Or   the     ham-mer  will  go    rap,   rap,  rap. 
like  to  make  a    bet   That  the    ham-mer  will  go    rap,  rap,  rap. 
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Ye  Ho! 

Oh,  glad  is  the  life  of  a  sailor  at  sea'. 


Words  by 
Henry  M.  Blossom,Jr. 


Music  by 
Alfred  G.  Robyn 


Allegro  vivace.  male  chorus 


Voice 


Piano 


you, 


And     in   our  fes-tive  joys  wed  have  you     share,  To  grace  our 
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JACK. 


wel- come,     'Twill  give     us         joy,      in- deed,  to     be  your      guests    while  we     are 


here,  'Tis  luck     in-  deed   that    we  should  have  been  or  -    dered   To  Por-to 


Allegretto  con  moto. 


Allegretto  con  moto 


JACK. 


Oh,     glad     is     the    life    of      a       sai  -  lor      at     sea         A 
land   tub- tiers  sit     by    their  fire-sides      at    night,    Con- 


+JJJ. 
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board       of        a         man o'         war Our      ship      is       our     sweet- heart,      as 

tent  in      their    com- fort      and        ease, They      nev  -  er     shall    know      the       wild 


V  J^  11   J*  J    J'  I  J.  l<  Ji 


true       as      can     be.       Our       home      is     wher  -    ev   -    er       we  are 

thrill       of        a     fight,     Nor        ev    -    er       the     bless-  ing      of  peace. 


The 
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hours    may    be     long   and  the   work  may  be  rough,  The        la  -  bor    can        do       us 
love      the   fair    worn- en     of        ev  -    er  -  y   clime,      Oh.     who      but       a         sai  -  lor 


harm  _ 
heart?  . 


At       times    there      is       fight  -  ing    that's      dang-'rous        e  -  nough,        It 
To       love     them      all       tru   -    ly,        if         but        for         a       time,        To 


lends      an       ad  -     di   -   tion   -    al      charm.         So  o   -    ver       the        o  -   cean      we 

kiss     them  good-  bye,     lads,   and      part.  So  o   -    ver       the        o   -   cean      we 


mm  mm^m^mm 


We         laugh      at  a       calm        or  a 
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threat-   en    -     ing         gale,        Ye 
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right     or   wrong!  Hip'.         Hip 

Hip'.         Hip! 


Hip!        Hip'  Hip!  Hnr-  rah! 

Hip'         Hip!  Hip!  Hur- rah! 


Ye 


N2  4. 


In  old  New -York. 


Words  by 
Henry   M.  Blossom, Jr. 


Music  by 
Alfred  6.  Robvn. 


Allegro    moderato 


Piano. 


Ive        knocked;!  -  round  the     world,  From    the       K    - 

I            spent    a      week     in       I.on  -  don      once    But      I 
The         first     time    1        struck  Pur  -   is         1  was 


qua 
did   - 
just 

0  -I 

tor 

nt 

to 
see 

lit    - 

the 
the 
tie 

Pole, 
town, 
green, 

In 

They 
1 

Eu    -    rope 
had       a 
could  -  nt 

Ive      seen 
beast  -  ly 
tell       the 

all 

fog 

'cock 

there     is         to 
on,      dont  -  cher 
-  ey"    where    to 
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see. 
know 
stop. 


Ive 

I 
The 


trav  -  elled       thro 
tried       to  buy 

peo    -    pie       "took 


ri     -     eat,        and 

tern       just        to 

all         right,     and 


take 
find      my 
treat  -  ed 


whole 

Theres 

noth 

ing 

round, 

But 

found 

it 

bien 

But 

when 

my 

new  that  is  -  tit  old  to 
was  a  game  that  did  -  nt 
coin     was      gone,     I         was     de 


go. 
trap. 


I 
I 
Ive 


found       it  fun 

asked      the        clerk 
heard      it  said 


to  jol     -     1}'  up  the 

the         price       of  one,        he 

the        Lat     -    in  race      are 


lit  -  tie  Jap  -  an  -  ese, 
said  "a  gum  -  ea"  then 
all        on        the      de    -   cline . 


I  found    the      girls    were     cold      in        Chi    -    li, 

I  asked  him       if         he       meant     a         guin  -  ea   - 

Per    -    haps     they     are,      but       just      the      same    that 


ver   -  y       _   smooth    in      Greece,      But  nev  -   er        in        my      most     for  -  get   -  ful 

pig      or     a      guin   -  ea    -  hen.'  JI1  nev  -   er        try      to      "kid"      a        bloom  -  in' 

"bunch  got    all         of       mine,         They       par  -  leed     all       their    bets     on        me       and 


y 


s    -r-W^ 


I 


; 


")■ 


mo  -  ments  did      I       cease      To 
Brit   -  ish    clerk  a  -  gain         Hut     1 
trimmed  me   good  and    fine,       And     I 


heave  a  sigh  for  old  New  -  York! 
heaved  a  sigh  for  old  New  -  York! 
heaved  a    sigh  for    old     New    -   York! 


Eng  -   lish-men     may    have     their  Lon  -don,       French-men  their     Par-ee, 


mat    -    ter   where    you     go,        You        will         find        they    can    -    not     show      you         as 


good       a       time       as      j'ou        can    have       in  old  New    -    York. 


CHORUS,     unison. 


Eng    -    lish-men       may    have      their  Lou    -  don,        French-men    their      Par-  ee, 


mat    -    ter    where    you     go.        You        will  find       they  ran    -   not     show     you         As 


N2  5. 


Words   by 
Henry  M.  Blossom,  Jr. 


47 

Hola! 

BOLERO. 

Konita  and  Chorus. 


Music    by 
Alfred  G.  Robyn. 


Piano. 


Allegro . 
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For-ev ^_      er     de    -    co  -  rum  for  -  get_-  ing  sing-ing danc-ing 


a;e    is      so     sad    a      thing   Youth   is      so     glad  a      thing   Wliy  should  its    joy    then   be 


circuni -scribed. 


When  pas-sions  yearn-ing    are        thrill -ing    and    burn-ing     are, 


pleas-ure    like  wine  should  then      be  im-bibed         Ho 


Dear  one,  Sweet     -     heart,  Words  I     am   long-inj;   to       hear 


Tell  me!  Tell  me!  Whenshallmy  true  love  ap   -    pear?_ 


ev-er  thy  love  be      mine 


My    heart  be    ev  -  er         thine,     Thy     love  be      ev  -  er 
Ah! 


N9  6. 


Id  Like  to  be  a  Soldier. 

DUO  -  Papinta,  Leopoldo  and  Chorus  . 


Words  by 
Henry  M.  Blossom.  Jr 


Music  by- 
Alfred  G.  Robvn. 


Allegro    moderato 


Piano . 


PAP.    % 


Id  like    to      be      a  sol 

ill  like    to      be      a  sol 


dier,  That 
dier.   An 


can  -  not       be  de    -    nied, 

off   -    i     -    cer  Id         be 


With        mus  -  ket      on       my  shoul     -      der     Or 

With  e    -   pau  -  let  -  ted  shoul     -      der    For 
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sa  -  ore      by  1113'      side . 

all      the     girls       to       see. 


The        call  -  ing     is 
Such     thoughts  are    en 


in    -    spir  -  ing,  And 

ter  -  tain  -  ing,  But 


when   the      guns        are       fir  -  ingv 
if      you     were        cam  -  paign-ing, 


s 


A11  or     -     der   for     re     -     tir    -    ing    hurts   a 

lYoud       find      your  ar  -  dor        wan   -    ing     to       a 
'  Id  my 


An  or      -     der     for        re 

Shed  feel         her     ar   -    dor 

TENORS . 


ir     -  der     for        re 

Shed  feel  her     ar    -   dor 

BASSES . 

Pip"  M^ 


tir    -    ing      al   -    ways 
van  -   ing       to         a 


tir    -    ing       al    -   -ways 
wan  -  ing       to         a 


hurts       a      sol  -  diers 
ver    -    v  marked  de 


hurts       a      sol  -  diers 
ver    -    y  marked  de 


pride,     ta     ra        ta 

gree . 


pride. 


ta     ra        ta 


Boom     ta      ra        ta 


Boom     ta      ra        ta 


Boom  ta    ta     ra        ta 


Boom  ta    ta      ra        ta 


LEO. &  PAP. 


ist  &  2nd  Veise .   Wtai        fife  and  drum   are         play  -  ing,       or       -         tiers 


quick      o -.         bey   -  ing,         Sec       them    march   dis     -       play    -    ing  all         their 


In  their     place     with  e     -     qiuil  grace     To  flirt  or 


Hark        to  the  roll  of  mus         -  ket  - 


b1-  r~n  -H 


^^ 


^^^ 


^^ 
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We  Were  Taught  To  Walk  Demurely. 

N9  7.  TRI° 

Bonita,  Pnpinta  and  Teresa. 


Words  by 
Henry  M.  Blossom,  Jr. 


Music  by 
Alfred  G.  Robvn. 


Andante    relio-ioso . 


PAPINTA 

A.- 
TERESA. 


Piano. 


We \vere_    taught  to        \valk_    de_ 


& 


1=P 


^m 


We  were         taught  to       walk        de 


4h"i  i  ri  r 


,„f — -- 


?t«r  r  r 


'i  :  rr  \i  i 


i 


=« 


r=F 


■?. 


mure  -  ly    With    our       eyes  uj)  -  on     the  ground,  While    our      thoughts  were     cen  -  tered 


f      w  *   T   LJ  VY    f 

mure   -  \y   With     our      eves   up  -nn      the ground, While    our      thoughts     were  cen  -  tered 
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pure-..'      On     some     mys  -  ter_^    y      pro    -    found.  When  in  need  of       re z     cre^_ 


pure- ly      On     some     mys  -  ter    -     y      pro    -    found.  When  in need    of        re      -    kre    - 


S^IM 


M^M 


T 


^^ 


a      -     tion,     Then     our  wild   -  est  dis -      si -         pa    -    tion,     Was       to 


<&  i>  p    f  f    r  ^            r    r    i  r    r  r  r  \r 

seek 

se 

cltid 

•  ed__ 

nook, 

And      pe     - 

%          J — 

ruse 

some 

-     Pi 

i         I 

-    ous 

seek 

se 

chid 

-  ed 

nook, 

y— 

1            m 
And      pe 

ruse 

m 
some 

r 
pi 

-     oust_ 

tr  r 
f 

-f- 

~7T 

-^ — \> — — 

— — — 

book,    Of      this        sim  -  pie      re  -  ere    -     a    -  tion     our      cou_-      tent  -  ed —  minds    par^ 


/T\     r>    /C\ 


took,     Of     this 


our    sim  -  pie      minds   par -took. 

/7\     /z\    r\ 


par  -   took       our    sim -pie       minds    par -took. 
CS      /C\     ^> 


Allegro 


School  days  are      past.  Now  the3'  are        oer,  We   should  do        what         we 


on,  For       on  -  ly    too      soon        'tis       fled . 


Ah!  life  is     a       dance, 

PAPINTA. 


Trip  it     a   -    non,  Gai-Iy    its       niaz    -    es      thread 


lYip    it     a    -    non ,  <  tai  -  ly    its       niaz    -    es       thread 


vance  mer-ri  -  l.y  on,  On-Iv    too      soon       'tis         fled. 


r  w    j  in- 

too      soon        ns        fie 


Let    it     ad  - 


m 


r=? 


vance  iner-ri  -  ly  on,  On  -  ly    too      soon       'tis         fled 


w 


!-U-\^ 


m 


^^^3 


^ 


i 


P^        > 


.. 


, 


/, 


U 


j^i 


f 


Sur-feit    of      joy  of-fered  all      day  Te-di  -  um      may        a    -    bet 


vol    -     i      -     ty  sup         -  pressed.     Since     the  world       is 


lead  -  ing     wick  -  ed world  at  best.     Since   the  world   is       a        mis  - 


Ff  f  y  f      r       f        ' 


r  T 


NO  8. 


Cupid  Has  Found  My  Heart. 

Jack. 


Words  by 
Henry  M.  Blossom.  Jr 


Music  by 
Alfred  G.Robyn. 


Allegretto 


Voice 


Piano 


I  know  not    what    is      this        feel 

I  ne'er  have  known  but    in  seem 


ing,  Thats 

ing,  How 
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steal        -  ing, 

dream       -  ing 


That      thrills        my     tie  -  ing     like         wine. . 
Mv        soul  has    hun-geredto  prove. 


My 
But 


souls        con -sumed with  a  yearn 

now  my    heart  sings  in         an 


ing  Thats      near   -    ly     a   -  kin  to 

-     swer.  To  heart    that's  at  -  tuned  to 


pain.  _ 
niine,- 


Aild       still  so sweet.  Id  fain  re  _r    peat  Its 

A         ten    -    -  der  re-frain,        'like  a  rap  -   -  tur-ous strain        of 


ec  -  sta  -  sy      once  a     -     gain, 

mel-  O   -   dy      all  di     .     vine 


Heart   so      free! 


Love  that  will    nev   -    er       per      -        ish,     While    Faith     and  Hope      en. 


Ti. 


N2  9. 


Finale  I. 


Words    by 
Henry  M.  Blossom, Jr. 


Music  by 
Alfred   G.Robv 


Tempo  di  Marcia 


Piano 


idlffl  J'-F'kP  -P 

',:,,»»     *       . 

J       1           *."J 

-•jt*^*'^    "^ 

j-  ii* 

r 

-^ #-* • *^ 

i*    ' 
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MALE  CHORUS 


JQI$ 

GIRLS. 

— — - 

**                \  r]     — 

'Vt 

Yet 

let        us 

state 

for 

fear    you     may    mis  - 

*  t  i  % 

f=g*#= 

mf 

— i — W"1 — 

•— 

*  *- 

» — m — 

f. 

•— • — »— 

f 

*   1  *s 

£              £ 

\  f  \  it 

vJi_fi — 

*  r . 

■ — T— 

— *-T — 

MALE  CHORUS. 


Allegro 


heart  when      the  fu- Hire's  shin   -   ing     bright    -     1\- 


Hap  -  p_v    shall  we 


a 


^.t  r  r    r-  IP  p  r    Mr      p  ■>  i*~^ 


heart  when      the  fu-tures  shin   -    ing    bright     -     ly, 


Hap 


py 


he  when    we     join    in      the      d;tnce Ban-ish   dull      care,  for     its        fea-tures  are      un- 


he  when    we    join    in      the     dance  Ban-ish    dull      care,  for     its        fea-tures  are       un- 


sight    -     ly,  Reck  -  less  mer-ri   -  ment  with      our       life  should  be  Ment. 


Gay      is      the—   heart  when     the  fu-tures  shin  -  ing   bright-ly,  Hap-py  shall    we 


*fc 


r  •  -  \r  r  ?    i?  p  r  nr  p*  i*  J-    ^ 


Gay      is      the        heart  when     the  fu-tures  shin-  ing    bright-  ly, 


Hap  -  -     py 


*V  r  r  r  ir  '   r    ibc  r-  Fir   -i^  i«  .h£^» 


Gay      is      the        heart  when     the  fu-tures  shin  -  ing    bright-ly,  Hap-py  shall    we 


y 


• 


^g 


J  j.u; 


PN^f 


pf 


>  n~n 


H*  ,  f 


^ 


j^kfr- 


E^E 


^ 


s 


be   when     we     join    in        the     dance; Ran-ish    dull     care  for     its        fea-tures  are      un- 


be  when     we     join    in        the     dance,-  Ran-ish'    dull     care  for     its        fea-tures  are      tin- 


sight-   1y,         Reck  -    less   mer-   ri  -  nient        with     our     life  should      he    Went. 


S 


sight  -    ly,         Reck  -     less   mer  -  ri  -  nient         with     our     life  should  he        blent. 


t* 


f »  i'  in-Pr— mm  fr     '   ri.r — ^-r4^±m 


sight  -    ly  Reck    -    less    mer  -  ri  -  merit        with     our     life  should  he        blent. 


sight-   ly,         Reck   -    less  mer  -  ri  -  ment        with     our     life  should  be        blent 


>?;,jjf,;; 


BON.  JACK  &  JUAN. 


Pleas-ure    we       hail     tho'     its   reign   be     both   short  mid  brief,   Care  we    as-  sail   from    its 


Yes —        a    sweet  re  -  lief  Leis-ure,  pleas-ure 


free  from  the     stint?   of      anx-i       -        e  -   ty  Leis-ure   de  -   lights    it        al 


While    it        in    -    cites  soon  well  join        in         the      dance. —     No         oc-cn-pa    -    tion  Can 


pi   J     rr^r. 

I      1    _      1    ; 

J<J  J 

B; 

igfc • »    m    •  » 

f 

rj 

,»  ^ 

Wi 

-hA± 

*1 
*    Hi 

-^-  -tf- — 1 

4- — 1    ■  ■ 

please      one    so       well,       Joy    -     ful  -    ly,  joy   -     ful  -    1}-,        joy    -      fnl  -   ly 


Bonita  upper  notes  only 

1    rn  n  f2 


Now  ere  we  take  de  -  part -lire      for  Si  -  es  -   ta's quick rest  Here's 


health  to    Sua   Do-min-go  And  the     fla^        we    love  the    best  Vi  -  va,      Vi 


jify  ......  ,r 

^ff»F  rfr^ 

LEOPOLDO 

:"Y0U 

are 

*  f  f  f    f 

•L^- 

*■           £■    :£- 

e         ±  1 

&ie.  *■  ff  fc  f  fc  E 

»  » 

L^lrrf 

t-  f  ♦  r  *■  r 

*)•'  ? 

frj,   ** 

~c c — c — 

KnU  of  Act. I 

5&43 


N210. 


94 

ACT    II. 


Opening  Chorus. 


Words  by 
Henry  M.  Blossom.  Jr 


Music  by 
Alfred  G.  Robyn. 


Allegretto  con  moto. 


Piano. 
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How  did     it  all       oc  -  cur      to    -     da_v?  Have-nl     you       heard?        Nev-er      a 


"T~F 


Lack  -    a  -  day,  gos  -    sips  say, 


Loves      a       cm    -     el        sprite, 


Allegro  moderato 

JUANITA.     ^ 


ni   -    ta,  who  ran    a    -    way    and  hid,     that   the  Oov-er     -     nor_      might       not    pro    - 


JUANITA . 


JUANITA. 


Moderate) 


N9  11. 


The  Mosquito  and  the  Midge, 

Papinta  and  Chorus  of  eight  Girls. 


Words   by 
Henry   M.   Blossom.  Jr. 


Music  by 
Alfred  G.  Robvn. 


Allegro   moderato . 


Piano 


1.  A        (lush-frig  young  mos-qui  -to     loved  a 

2.  Now     Jul  -  i    -  ft       had  brothers,  and     a 

3.  That   night  our  bold    mos-qui -to    took    his 


dain-ty  lit  -tie  midge,  T\vas  a 
lot  of  oth  -  er  kin,  Who  re 
lit  -  tie   midge  u  -  way,      To     


case  of  Ro 
fused  to  let 
where      a         big 


her 
ho 


o  and      Jul 

throw      her  -   self 
tel 


was 


near 


et. 
way. 
hand . 


He 

They 
They 
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lived  a  -  mong  the  rush  -  es  in  the 
said  that  Ro  -  me  -  0  was  of  the 
found    some  "com  -  fy        quar  -  ters       in         a 


stream  be   -   neath     the      bridge,     She 
low    -  est        or    -     i  gin,  And 

weed  -  y         lit     -    tie        bay,         And 


lived 

up 

where 

it 

scarce 

-iy 

dared 

to 

ev'    - 

ry 

night 

they 

was    -    nt  quite       so  wet . . 

show       him    -    self         by  day.  _ 

list    -    ened       to  the  band. 


Each 
They 
The 


»j'  >  f  p   £y  j  ji  i  >  j  }  j  j  m 


pleas  -  ant      sum  -  mer       eve   -  ning     he       would 
laid      for      him      that       night     as        to        his 
guests  be  -  gan      to        scratch  and     scold  and 


ser  -  e  -  nade  his  dear,  He 
trys  -  ting  place  he  soared,  But 
swear  they    would  -  nt       stay,       The 


had  a 
Ro  -  rue 
land  -  lord 


love  -  ly  ten   -   or 

o        was       read  -  y 
got      some     ker   -    o 


voice,  Mel 
with  his 
sene      and 


ous      and      clear,      The 
ev     -     er        trust  -  y        sword.     When 
dumped   it         in         the      bay.         Poor 


kind      of       voice      that     peo  -  pie       stay      a      -      wake     at        night     to        hear.        And 
he        got       through  with     them    the}-     all       were  feel   -   ing      rath  -  er        bored,       And 

Tul    -    i     -    et  was      left      to        die,      but  Rom  -   y        flew      a    -    way,         And 


this  was        the         song  he 

this  was        the         song         he 

thus        'twas      he         sad      -     ly 


sang, 
sang. 
sang. 


Pii.g!_ 
Ping!_ 
Ping!  — 
FEMALE    CHORUI 


Ping 
Ping 
Ping 


Ping! 
Ping! 
Ping! 


List  -  en  now  my  love  to 
hV  -  ry  -  hod  -  y  talks  of 
I       am    much  too  young     to 


Dear-est    one    I       love      hut thee. 

Im    pop  .  u  .  lar     as         I      can        be. 
Ju  -  li   -  et     my    love,    good bye! 


—  Life      is     hut     short,   let     us 
Wher  -  ev    -    er      I        go,        I       am 

—  Oil       on     the     wa  -   ters,  may 


love  while  we  may 
of  -  fered  a  h;uu1 
tern  -  pests  sub-  due, 


Taste  of    the  sweets  while  youre      a  -  ble    I  say,         — 

I        have  a    weak-ness  for  o  -  pen  work,  and  the 

course  is     too  smooth  for     a  love  that  is  true  •       


Make      a         deep     ini   -   press  -  ion        in        your         own      pe    - 
blood    that's    in        my      veins     is         of        the  no  -    blest 

I  will      drink     in        blood     to    -    ni^ht     in  mem  -  or    - 


liar 

way. 

the 

land 

of 

you . 

Aint  it  funny  what  a  difference 


N2  12. 


just  a  few  hours  make? 


Words  by 
Henrv    M.   Blossom,    ]r. 


Mt  -c    by 
Mfrei     G.Robvn. 


Moderato 


Piano . 


sun  starts    to         rise  in        the 

bunk  is         the       place        when      I 


far    .    off       East  -  ern      skies        And       the 
seek      its       soft      em   -   brace     Whence  ray 
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wak      Yiing       lit    -     tie        bird     -     ies 
trou  -  Mes       and       my       cares        take 


peep, 
flight, 


When     each 
And       I 


poor         sad   -  eyed     clerk        has      to 
reg     -    'lar    -   ly         say  as         I 


hus   -    tie       down      to        work  It  is 

turn   -  We        out        each     day,        "Now,      Im 


then     that  I    .be -gin    to    need  my      sleep, 
go-ingto  get    a     lot    of    sleep  to   -  night. 


All    the     noise   that   is    made    in   the 
I     re   -   solve  with  -  out  doubt   to  cut 


bus   -  y       marts    of        trade.    Seems  to  lull       me       like       a        moth  -  ers      soft      re 

(lis   -  si    -    pa    -   tion      out.        But        I  make     my       res   -   o     -    lu     -  tions    all        in 


frain, 
vain. 


Hut    at       night -say   at      3  it        is       Lit -tie  Bright  Eyes  me,    Theresa 

For    it        ain't     an  -  y     use      there   is        al -ways  some  ex  -  cuse,    Its        a 


/7\      /^\       ,  So/rt . 


iiff    -     rence    that         I        real    -    ly        cant        ex 
jrob    -    lem      that         1       real    -    lv       cant       ex 


plain.       Ah! 
plain.       Ah! 


Amt       it 
Ain't       it 


^      Pin  /ruto. 

fun  -    113' 
fun    -   113' 

what 

what 

a 
a 

diff  - 
diff  - 

rence 
'rence 

just 
just 

a 
a 

few        hours 
few        hours 

make.' 
make.' 

In 
All 

the 
1113' 

-     ^      J" 

f 

-4^ 

-r 

bj.          j 

L    r 

4V  jf 

-» 

■ 

* 

■J- 

1 — • 

—  « 

morn  -  ing         Im       so       tired       Ini     near  -    \y         dead, 
clothes  look      might  -  y        seed    -    y      in  the       da3'. 


But        as 
But      when 


da3'        grows   in     -     to       night        I         tie      -      gin         to     feel      all   -  right      Just         a    - 
eve    -    ning     shad   -  ows     fall  Im       a  sec    -    ond     Ber  -  ry     Wall,      All  the 


bout      the     time       I       ought      to       go         to  bed, 

wrink  -  les     and        the    grease  -  spots    fade       a       -    way. 


As         a 
Then       I 


bus  -  'ness      man         I        know    Id         make     an  aw      -     ful  hit  If  theyd 

lose     1113-       "tired      feel  -  ing       and         I  find  my  friends,     And  I 


^^m 


^m 


let       me      work      when    I  am     wide        a     -    wake, 

"hit        it         up"         till     morn      be  -  gins        to        break, 


If       some 
But      when 


sys  -  tern        could       be       found,    Just     to  turn       the     time       a  -  round,     Aint      it 

noon-time      comes      a     -   long,       Im       for  Car    -     rie     Na    -    tion  strong,     Aint      it 


fun    -  ny  what     a        diff  -  rence      just      a 

fun    -  ny  what     a        diff  -  'rence      just      a 


few 
few 


hours     make . 
hours     make . 


As  a 

Then        I 


bus  -'ness       man        we      know    tied        make       an 
lose    my        "tired       feel  -  ing"       and  I 


aw     -     ful  hit,  If  theyd 

find        my         friends,  And         I 


let       him      work      when    he  is       wide        a     -     wake, 

'hit       it         up"        till      morn      be   -  gins        to         break, 


If       some 
But     when 


sys  -  tern        could       be         found      just     to 
noon -time      comes      a     -    long,       I m      for 


turn       the      time        a    -  round,    Aint     it 
pro    -    hi    -   bi      -     tion    strong,    Aint     it 


./ 


■r  »r  J '  f 


f  f  t/~ri. 


NO  13. 


My  San    Domingo  Maid. 

Bonita   and   Chorus. 


Words    by 
Henry  M.  Blossom,  Jr. 


Music    by 
Alfred    G.   Robvn. 


Allegro  con  moto 


Piano. 


-fiL-V^^- — m — C — m  -- 

m ff IC ' 

- 

==~~~ 

s 

4 

-3— 

p 

M. 

/    i,                         J 
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Chorus. 


My     San     Do    -    ruin  -   £0       Maid, My  heart     has         nev  -   er        strayed, — 


I'm  dream  -  int^  of     you,     for      1  love   you,   And   your      mem  - 'ry     ne'er  shall 


You  ;tre    my     dain  -  ty     lit-  tie        San  Do-inin-  go        Maid.. 


min   -   k°     lived     a  dain  -    ty       lit   -    tie        maid-  en,       Her        form  was  small    and 

faith  -  less  vows   and         pro  -  tests    of       de    -     vo  -   tion,        It        will     not     be       the 


slen  -  der,        her         eyes    were   large   and  ten  -  der. 

last    time,      that  love     has  proved    a  pas  -  time. 


Ma    -   n y  a  suit  -  or 
Soon     the_stran  -  get 


sought    her    hand,  whose  heart    with    love  was         la  -   den,      But         on   -   \y     one    this 
sailed      a  -  way      a    -     cross     the    bri  -   ny  o  -  cean,     But       con-stant    as      in 


maid  could  please,  A 
days    of      yore,   She 


stran-ger  from    a    -    cross    the    seas,  Who 
sang  his    love -song      o'er    and    o'er,     To 


came    a     ser  - 
still    her  heart's 


Chorus 


/TNOi      /7\     ,/?\ 


Refrain. 


min  -  ko      Maid My  heart    has        nev  -  er      strayed I'm  dream- ins 


of     you,   for     I  love    yove,  And  your       mem  -  'ry     ne'er   shall     fade,     So     ver  -   y 


'*   r*    ,T3   -5 


Chorus  repeat  refrain. 

n\    n\     'r> 


N214. 


We  Come  of  Castilian  Blood 


Words  by 
Huiiry  M.  Bloss.jm.Jr. 


'..eopoldo  and  Chorus. 


Introduction 
Allegro . 


Music  by 
Alfred  G.  Kobyn. 


r\     r\ 


rf^^ 

-h  J    J 

J- 

Jr  Jr  r1 

what 

*)■  S  it'- 

were  life    with    - 

out 

tReC     strife,   of 

J             J        J 

biv 

y- 

ouac  and      of 

bat  -  tie? 

And 

V             '    — 

V 

a  frmpo. 


rjr  p  r  p  p '  r  p  p  r  r 
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Allegretto  con  anima 
^3 


r — rr-    -n" — rr 


rol,       de    -    rol,        rol 


e'er        the     foe,       well        cause     him   to      know    that    we         come     of    Cas  -  til     -    ian 


draw     your    sword    when       ev    -    er      the      word     is        to  fight      for  your    coun  -  trys 

de. 


good 


And         loy    -    al   -  Iy      prove      to  her       wnoniyou     love      That  j'ou 


come  of  Cas-til    -    ian       blood. 


Of  Cas-til -    ian     blood. 


N9  15. 

Words  by 
Henry  M.  Blossom,  Jr. 


120 

Ensemble. 

Spanish  Waltz. 
Including/'San  Domingo  Dance'.' 


Music   by 
Alfred  G.  Robvn. 


Allegro  con  spirito. 


Piano. 


■s-       rs 

17s 

..  a  4  t    "f       * 

r-^-P W- 

J     #   \ 

it 

B.               _ 

m 

9- 

f-        m 

f 

Mm        f    ~ 
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J      f     [~ 
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m^ 


£p 


^ppl 


m 


w^ 


mm 


j  <  * 


^ 


^ 


.--^ 


r^ 


1 1  r 


Si 
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Vivace 


Allegretto. 


DANCE    "SAN  DOMINGO." 

JACK&  BON. 


Ev  -'ry       meas  -  ure  gives  us pleas  -  ure,  Ho 


tap  of    tam-bour-ine  and     click         of    cas  -    ta-  net,  Ah! 


With   ua     -      du  -  la  -  ting     forms  and    gen    -    tly  wav  -  ing 


nipvcF  i' 


Allegro    con  fuoco. 

GOVERNOR . 


Sieze  that       scoun-drel,        and  you  my       men,         bind  him! 


Moderato. 

JACK. 


Your       excel -len-cy,  what    menus  this.'         I    know  of    no      charge   that  could    de   - 


Allegro. 


my     prayr,  Oh!         do       not      act      un  -  kind      -       ly 


So! 


That        fel   -    low      must    be       pun  -  ished . 


call  thy  words  and set him free . 


tho  you  plead 


on      bend  -  ed     knee, 


I  ini plore  on  bend -      ed knee 


No,  he     shall         not  go  free! 
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spare 

him ! 
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spare 

him. 
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yet     it      is     my  du  -  ty     to     pro   -    tect     the     state,       For    I  am  its     mag  -   is 
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Maestoso . 


N216. 


In  The  Days  Of  Old. 


"Bi"  and  Girls 


Words  by 
HENRY  M.  BLOSSOM.Jr. 


Moderato 


Music  by 
ALFRED   G.ROBYN. 


Piano 


■It      is     strange  what  a     change  has  come     o-ver  the    world     Since    the      days  of 

Walk-ing     back    from  the     track  where   I       lost  all  my   stack,       As       I    trudged         the 


long 

'.list 


v  road 


The    dis  -   tine  -  tion    of      cast      is       a       thing     of     the 
I    was  passed   by     a      "jay"  with      a       cart    load    of 
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past  "lis      a       bank        ac    -    count       now     you    must        show, 

hay  And    his       own  in     -      di    -      vid  -      u    -    al  load. 


To      be 
And     he 
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rude     and     to      stare    and     to         fre-quent  -    ly     swear, 
stopped  and     in  -  quired :''Dont   the    walk   make    you     tired?'' 


Is       con    -     sid  -  ered      the 
And         I  an-swered     him 


real       la  -  dies      drink,  And     a      few      e-  veil    smoke  ci  -  gar   -   ettes.. 
walk  -  ings    too      slow      Id      ad  -  vise  you    to       run      for     a         while'.'. 


It  was 
It  was 


not     like   that      in     the     old  •  en    days,      Which  have  passed  be-yond       re  -  call  In  the 

not     like    that     in     the     old  •  en    days,      Which  have  passed  be-yond       re  -  call  In  the 


rare         old,         'Fair         old         gold  -  en      days, 
rare         old,  fair         old         gold  -  en      days, 


It     was         not        like      that  at 

It     was         not        like      that  at 
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all  Then     we         all        did       just      what      we       ought     to        do, 

all  Then     the     "rubes''  all      stood      for        the        bun  -  co      game 


Or        if 
And     they 


not      we      nev  -    er         told, 
bought  the    brick     of        gold, 


1        sigh      in      vain,      to        live      a  -  gain       In     the 
These  "jays''  were     not       so      wise      a       lot        In     the 
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Finale  II. 

Principals  and  Chorus 


Words  by 
Henry  M.BlossomJr. 


Music  by 
Alfred  G.  Robvn 


Allegro  moderate      bi.  ^\ 


Voice 


Piano 
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v    End  of  Opera 
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